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or an herculean hostess. I wonder she does not make
a campaign in her own country, and offer her sword to the
almost dethroned monarch, as a second Joan of Arc. Adieu!
for three weeks I shall say Sancte Michael, ora pro nobis!
You seem to have relinquished your plan of sea-coasting.
I shall be sorry for that j it would do you good.

2709.   To THE HON. HENBY SEYMOUR CONWAY.

Strawberry Hill, Sept. 5, 1789.

You speak so unperemptorily of your motions, that I
must direct to you at random: the most probable place
where to hit you, I think, will be G-oodwood; and I do
address this thither, because I am impatient to thank you
for your tale, which is very pretty and easy and genteel.
It has made me make a reflection, and that reflection made
six lines; which I send you, not as good, but as expressing
my thoughts on your writing so well in various ways which
you never practised when you was much younger. Here
they are:

The Muse, most wont to fire a youthful heart,
To gild your setting sun reserved her art;
To crown a life in virtuous labours pass'd,
Bestow'd her numbers, and her wit at last;
And, when your strength and eloquence retire,
Your voice in notes harmonious shall expire.

The swan was too common a thought to be directly specified,
and, perhaps, even to be alluded to: no matter, such a trifle
is below criticism.

I am still here, in no uncertainty, God knows, about poor
Lady Dysart, of whom there are not the smallest hopes.
She grows weaker every day, and does actually still go out
for the air, and may languish many days, though most
probably will go off in a moment, as the water rises. Shet ' this     society some time before at General
